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   You marked it with light pencil upon a printed page, 
      And, as though your finger pointed along a sunny path for my eyes’ better direction,   
      I see “a knight mounted on a mulberry courser and attired in green armour.” 
      I think the sky is faintly blue, but with a spring shining about it,  
      And the new grass scarcely fetlock high in the meads.  
      He rides, I believe, alongside an overflown river, 
      By a path soft and easy to his charger’s feet. 
      My vision confuses you with the green-armoured knight:  
      So dight and caparisoned might you be in a land of faery.  
      Thus, with denoting finger, you make of yourself an escutcheon to guide me to that in 
you which is its essence.  
               ‘On Reading a Line Underscored by Keats, in a Copy of  
“Palmerin of England”’, 1-101 
 
࢚࢖࣑࣮࣭࣮࢙ࣟ࢘ࣝAmy Lowell, 1874-1925ࡣ 1925ᖺ 51ṓ࡛ஸࡃ࡞ࡿࡀࠊ಑࡟ࡑ
ࢀࡣࠊ⭾኱࡞㈨ᩱࢆ΅⊟ࡋ࡚ 2 ᕳ 1300 ࣮࣌ࢪ࡟ࡶࢃࡓࡿ Keats ఏࢆ᭩ࡁୖࡆࡿࡢ࡟
యຊ࣭⢭ຊࢆ౑࠸ᯝࡓࡋࡓ࠿ࡽࡔ࡜ࡶゝࢃࢀࡿࠋᙼዪࡣ༑௦ࡢ㡭࠿ࡽ࣮࢟ࢶࡢឡㄞ⪅
࡛ࠊ࣮࢟ࢶ㛵㐃ࡢᮏࠊⲡ✏ࠊᡭ⣬࡞࡝ࡢⵔ㞟ᐙ࡜ࡋ࡚ࡶ▱ࡽࢀࡿࡀࠊ1925 ᖺ 1 ᭶ࡢ
Timeㄅ࡟㍕ࡗࡓ᭩ホグ஦࡟ࡣࠊḟࡢࡼ࠺࡟᭩࠿ࢀ࡚࠸ࡿࠋ 
 
Miss Lowell has for many years been interested in the collection of Keatsiana. Her library 
safe holds one of the best groups of Keats manuscripts and letters in existence. She has not 
been content to allow any fact, however small, that it was in any way possible to obtain, to 
escape her, and has brought unusual powers of detection to bear in discovering, and as 
unusual powers of understanding in interpreting.㻌 Time, Monday, January 26, 1925, 
emphasis added 
                                                                    
1 ࢸ࢟ࢫࢺ࡟ࡣ᩿ࡾࡢ࡞࠸㝈ࡾMelissa Bradshaw and Adrienne Munich, eds., Selected Poems of 





ᇶ࡟᭩࠿ࢀ࡚࠸ࡿࠋ࣮࢟ࢶࡀᡤ᭷ࡋ࡚࠸ࡓᮏ Palmerin of England2ࢆ㛤࠸ࡓᙼዪࡢ⯆࿡
ࢆᘬࡃࡢࡣࠊ‘a knight mounted on a mulberry courser and attired in green armour’࡜࠸࠺୍
⾜࡟࣮࢟ࢶࡀ᪋ࡋࡓⷧ࠸㖄➹᭩ࡁࡢ⥺࡛࠶ࡿࠋࡑࡇ࠿ࡽᙼዪࡣࠊ࣮࢟ࢶࡀ࡝ࢇ࡞㢼࡟
ࡑࡢᮏࢆㄞࢇࡔࡢ࠿᝿ീࡍࡿࠋ࣮࢟ࢶࡀ≀ㄒࡢ࡞࠿ࡢ㥽ኈ࡟ចࡁࡘࡅࡽࢀ࡚࠸ࡃᵝᏊ





















                                                                    
2 ࣏ࣝࢺ࢞ࣝࡢసᐙ Francisco Moraes࡟ࡼࡿ 16ୡ⣖༙ࡤࡢ㥽ኈ≀ㄒࠋࣇࣛࣥࢫㄒヂࢆᇶ࡟ࡋࡓ
ⱥヂࡶ 16ୡ⣖ᮎ࡟ฟࡉࢀࡓࡀࠊRobert Southeyࡀ 1807ᖺ࢜ࣜࢪࢼࣝࡢ࣏ࣝࢺ࢞ࣝㄒࢆཧ↷ࡋ
ࡓᨵゞヂࢆฟ∧ࡋࡓࠋ࣮࢟ࢶࡀㄞࢇ࡛࠸ࡓࡢࡣࢧ࢘ࢪ࣮∧࡛࠶ࡿࠋ 
3 Rosemary Sprague, Imaginary Gardens: A Study of Five American Poets Philadelphia: Chilton Book, 
Co., 1969, 59.  
㩿㪉㪀
୪⨨ࡢリᏛ㸫Amy Lowellࢆㄞࡴ 






 The colors with which her voice works are studded seem like bits of bright enamel; 
every leaf and flower has a lacquered brilliance. To compensate for the lack of inner 
warmth, Miss Lowell feverishly agitates all she touches; nothing remains quiescent. 
[...] everything flashes, leaps, startles, spins and burns with an almost savage intensity; 










ࡀ dance, wobble, stir, whirring, reeling࡞࡝ࡢືసືモ࡛⾲ࡉࢀࡿࠋග࡜࠸࠺㉁㔞ࢆᣢ
ࡓ࡞࠸ࡶࡢࡢ㉁ឤࠊỈ࡜࠸࠺ὶయࡢ◳࠸㉁ឤࡀࠊ⬮㡩ࠊẕ㡢㡩ࠊ㢌㡩࡞࡝ࢆ౑ࡗ࡚⏕
ࡁ⏕ࡁ࡜ᤊ࠼ࡽࢀ࡚࠸ࡿࠋ↓ᶵ㉁࡛࠶ࡿගࡶỈࡶࠊ㌍ືឤࡢ࠶ࡿືモ࡟ࡼࡾ࿨ࠊືࡁ
ࢆ୚࠼ࡽࢀࡿࠋࡑࡋ࡚⤖ࡧࡢ୍ᩥࠊ‘A crow flaps by the window, and there is a whiff of 





‘My eyes were full of colours’ 19࡜࠶ࡿࡼ࠺࡟ࠊࡇࡢリ࡟ࡣᵝࠎ࡞Ⰽᙬ⾲⌧ࡀ౑ࢃࢀ
                                                                    
4 Louis Untermyer, ed., Modern American Poetry: A Critical Anthology 1919, extracted in ‘Modern 
American Poetry’, http://www.english. Illinois.edu/maps/poets/g_l/amylowell/about.htm [accessed on 
19 May 2010] 
㩿㪊㪀
ྜྷᕝ ᮁᏊ 
࡚࠸ࡿࡀࠊࠕ㟈࠼ࡿ࢔࣓ࢪࢫࢺa shiver of amethyst ࠖ3ࠊࠕ㟷࡜ࢩࢼࣔࣥࡀ▐࠸ࡓblue 
and cinnamon have flickered ࠖ4ࠊࠕⷧ⥳ࡢ⭷࡛㟼ࡵࡽࢀࡓ᭶ගmoonbeams / Hushed by 
a film of palest greenࠖ9-10ࠊࠕ㦁ࠎࡋ࠸ࣆࣥࢡThe loud pinkࠖ25࡞࡝ࠊⰍࡣඹឤ
ぬⓗ࡟ᤊ࠼ࡽࢀ࡚࠸ࡿࠋࡲࡓࠕ⃿ࢀࡓ㉥a lustre of crimson ࠖ8ࠊࠕࣝࣅ࣮ࡢ㉥rubiesࠖ
20ࠊࠕ⩬⩫ࡢ㯤Ⰽ the yellows of berylsࠖ20ࠊࠕỈᬗࡢ⃰⤃ the indigo-blue of 
quartz ࠖ21ࠊࠕᗄ㔜࡟ࡶ㔜࡞ࡿ⥳⋢㧊layers of chrysoprase ࠖ22࡞࡝ࠊගἑࠊ◳ࡉࠊ
⃰ῐ࡞࡝ࡢ㉁ឤࢆక࠺Ⰽᙬ⾲⌧ࡶࠊᙼዪࡢᚓព࡜ࡍࡿ࡜ࡇࢁ࡛࠶ࡿࠋࠕⷴⷪࡢ㣕⩧
Flights of rose ࠖ22ࠊࠕᑤࡗࡓ࢜ࣞࣥࢪPoints of orange ࠖ23ࠊࠕᮒⰍࡢ⼺᪕spirals 










        “Through pleasures and palaces”̿ 
        Through hotels, and Pullman cars, and steamships ... ‘Nostalgia’, 1-2 
 
ࡇࡢリࡣ‘Home! Sweet Home!’᪥ᮏ࡛ࡣࠕᇰ⏕ࡢᐟ ࡢࠖࢱ࢖ࢺ࡛ࣝ᭷ྡࢆᮏḷྲྀࡾ࡟
ࡋ࡚࠸ࡿࠋෑ㢌㒊ࡣ ‘Mid pleasures and palaces through we may roam / Be it ever so 
humble,there’s no place like home’ࠕᇰ⏕ࡢᐟࡶᡃࡀᐟ ⋢ࡢ⿦࠸⩎ࡲࡌ ࠖ࡜࠸࠺リ⾜
࠿ࡽ᥇ࡗ࡚࠸ࡿࠋඖࡢḷ࡛ࡣࠊ㉕ἑ࡞ᬽࡽࡋ࡟ᑐẚࡉࢀ࡚⢒ᮎ࡞ᡃࡀᐙࡢᖾࡏࡀḷࢃ
ࢀࡿࢃࡅࡔࡀࠊ࣮࢙ࣟ࢘ࣝࡢリࡢෑ㢌㒊࡛ࡣࡴࡋࢁࠊ࣍ࢸࣝࡸ㇦⳹ᐈ㌴ࠊ㇦⳹ᐈ⯪ࡢ
ᛌ㐺ࡉࡀࠊp, l, m, j࡜࠸ࡗࡓཱྀ⵹ࡸ၁ࡢឤぬ࡟ッ࠼ࡿᚰᆅࡼ࠸㡢ࢆ౑ࡗ࡚⾲⌧ࡉࢀ࡚
࠸ࡿࠋࡑࡢ⏑⨾࡞ឤぬࡣ➨ 2 㐃࡟ࡶᘬࡁ⥅ࡀࢀࠊࠕⓑ࡜ࣆࣥࢡࡢᳺ Pink and white 
camelliasࠖ3࡜࠸࠺┠࡟⥤࡞ࡿ࣐ࣟࣥࢳࢵࢡ࡞࢖࣓࣮ࢪࡀࠕᬮ⅔࡟⇞࠼ࡿ⸄ࡢໝ࠸ 
The sharp smell of firewoodࠖ4࡜࠸࠺Ⴅぬⓗᛮ࠸ฟࢆ࿧ࡧぬࡲࡋࠊࡉࡽ࡟ࡣࠕᐷࡑ
࡭ࡿ≟ࡀᗋࢆࡇࡍࡿ࠿ࡍ࠿࡞㡢 The scrape and rustle of a dog stretching himself on a 
hardwood floor ࠖ5ࠊࠕᮏࢆᮁㄞࡍࡿ࠶࡞ࡓࡢኌ your voice, reading̿reading̿ ࠖ6ࠊ

























The Imagists, she felt, had become too involved with technique for technique’s sake.  
She believed that there must be a place in poetry for emotion and spirit, ideals and ethics, 
which the Imagists shunned for fear of using clichés. “His [Pound’s] work lacks the 
quality of soul, which, I am more and more fain to believe, no great work can ever be 










࡟ᑐࡋࡇࡢリࡢㄒࡾᡭࡣࠊࠕ࠶࡞ࡓࡢᚋ࡟ࡣ◚ቯࠊⲨᗫࡋ࠿ṧࡽ࡞࠸behind you is 
destruction, and waste places ࠖ55࡜ࡘࡪࡸࡃࠋࡑࡋ᮫࡚ࢆ㣭ࡿ⥳ࡢ⩬⩫ࠊஙⓑⰍࡢ㇟∳ࠊ















         [...] For my passion 
 Wars against the stiff brocade.  
 The daffodils and squills 
 Flutter in the breeze 
 As they please. 












 But she guesses he is near, 
 And the sliding of the water 
 Seems the stroking of a dear 
 Hand upon her.       36-39 
 
඲య࡜ࡋ࡚≉࡟つ๎ⓗ࡞⬮㡩ᵓᡂࢆᣢࡘసရ࡛ࡣ࡞࠸ࡀࠊࡇࡢ⟠ᡤ࡛ࡣ near, water, 













 The blue and yellow flowers stood up proudly in the sun, 
 Each one. 
 I stood upright too, 
 Held rigid to the pattern 









ࢥ࣮ࢫ࡛࠶ࡿᗞࡢᩓṌࢆ⾜ࡗ࡚࠸ࡓࠋࡑࡋ  ࡚ ‘In a month, here, underneath this lime, / We would 
㩿㪎㪀
ྜྷᕝ ᮁᏊ 







 I shall go  
 Up and down, 
 In my gown. 
 Gorgeously arrayed, 
 Boned and stayed. 
 And the softness of my body will be guarded from embrace 


















                                                                    





























 At Mishima in the Province of Kai, 
 Three men are trying to measure a pine tree 
 By the length of their outstretched arms. 
 [ ... ] 
                                                                    
6 ࡇࡢసရ࡟ࡘ࠸࡚ࡣAmy Lowell, Complete Poetical Works and Selected Writings, ed. Naoki Onishi, 




 Beyond, Fuji, 
 Majestic, inevitable, 
 Wreathed over by wisps of cloud. 
 The clouds draw about the mountain, 
 But there are gaps.  
 The men reach about the pine tree, 
 But their hands break apart; 
 The rough bark escapes their hand-clasps; 































ࡿ኱◙࡛࠶ࡿࠋࡑࡋ࡚⯪ࡢ⳹ࡸ࠿࡞ࠊࡃࡗࡁࡾ࡜ࡋࡓⰍྜ࠸ࡀࠊ‘White sails and sailors, 
blue-coated officers, and red in a star sparked through the claret decanter on the 
Commodore’s luncheon table’ p.55࡜ࣜࢬ࣒ࡼࡃᥥ࠿ࢀࡿࠋࡇࡢᩓᩥࢆ๓ࡢ㡩ᩥ‘The 
road is hilly’࡜ẚ࡭ࡿ࡞ࡽࡤࠊࡑࡇ࡟ࡣ൹ࡉ࡜ຊᙉࡉࠊᰂ࡜๛ࠊ㟼࡜ື࡜࠸ࡗࡓᑐ↷












ࡓࡀࠊḟࡢ⤌ࡳྜࢃࡏ࡛ࡣ㟼࡜ືࡀࡦࡗࡃࡾ㏉ࡿࠋ㡩ᩥ‘The one hundred and sixty 
















The Gate! The Gate! The far-shining Gate! Pat your guns and thank your stars you 
have not come too late. The Orient’s a sleepy place, as all globe-trotters say. We’ll get 






 A Dimio’s procession 
 Winds between two green hills, 
 A line of thin, sharp, shining, pointed spears 
 Above red coats 
 And yellow mushroom hats. 
 A man leading an ox 
 Has cast himself upon the ground, 
 He rubs his forehead in the dust, 
 While his ox gazes with wide, moon eyes 
 At the glittering spears  
 Majestically parading 
















  Down, down, down, to the bottom of the map; but we must up again, high on the other 
side. America, sailing the seas of a planet to stock the shop counters at home. 
Commerce-raiding a nation; pulling apart the curtains of a temple and calling it trade. 
Magnificent mission! Every shop-till in every bye-street will bless you. Force the shut 
gate with the muzzles of your black cannon. Then wait̿ wait for fifty years—and see 
who has conquered. [...]  The wind blows East, the wind blows West, there is no rest 
under these clashing clouds. Petrel whirl by like torn newspapers along a street. 
Albatrosses fly close to the mast-heads. Dread purrs over this stormy ocean, and the smell 













‘Down, down, down, ...’࡛ጞࡲࡿ୍⠇ࡢᚋ࡟ࡣࠊ⠛ࡘࡃ㞵ࢆᥥ࠸ࡓ࠸ࡃࡘ࠿ࡢᾋୡ⤮











ᘧ࡟⮫ࡴᵝᏊࢆᥥ࠸ࡓ㡩ᩥ‘On the floor of the reception room of the Palace’࡜ࡀ୪⨨ࡉ
ࢀ࡚⤖ࡤࢀࡿࠋ⏨ࡀఱࡺ࠼ษ⭡ࢆ࿨ࡌࡽࢀࡓࡢ࠿ࡣ᭩࠿ࢀ࡚࠸࡞࠸ࡀࠊࡦ࡜ࡘࡢ᫬௦
ࡀ⤊ࢃࡗࡓࡇ࡜ࢆ࿌ࡆࡿᙺ๭ࢆᯝࡓࡋ࡚࠸ࡿࡔࢁ࠺ࠋ 






































⁪࡟㌟ᢞࡆࡋࡓ⸨ᮧࡢ᭱ᮇࡢゝⴥࡣࠊ‘For the first time I know that extreme pessimism 
and extreme optimism are one’኱࠸࡞ࡿᝒほࡣ኱࠸࡞ࡿᴦほ࡟㏻ࡎ࡛࠶ࡗࡓࠋࡑࡇ࡛
࣮࢙ࣟ࢘ࣝࡣ᭱ᚋ࡟ࠊᢞ㌟⮬ẅ࡜࠸࠺ࠕ኱࠸࡞ࡿᝒほࠖࢆࠕ኱࠸࡞ࡿᴦほࠖ࡟ኚ᥮ࡉ
ࡏࡿ࡭ࡃ‘1903. America’࡜࠸࠺ᩓᩥࡢ୍⠇ࢆᣢࡗ࡚ࡁ࡚సရ඲యࢆ⥾ࡵࡃࡃࡿࠋࡇࡇ
࡟ᥥ࠿ࢀࡿࡢࡣࠊ1903 ᖺ࡟ஸࡃ࡞ࡗࡓ⏬ᐙ࣍࢖ࢵࢫ࣮ࣛJames McNeil Whistler, 







↓ㄽࠊ‘Debits—credits? Flux and flow through a wide gateway. Occident—Orient— after fifty 
years’ p.97࡜࠸࠺⤊ࢃࡾ᪉࡟ࡣࠊ࠶ࡲࡾ࡟ᴦほⓗ࡞ୡ⏺ほ࡬ࡢ⓶⫗஺ࡌࡾࡢど⥺ࡶឤࡌ
ࡽࢀࡿࡀࠊ➨୍㒊࡛ᥦฟࡉࢀࡓᛅ࿌‘wait for fifty years—and see who has conquered. ... The 



















For these things are a part of me. 
And my love will go on speaking to you  
Through the chairs, and the tables, and the pictures, 
As it does now through my voice,  




















࡛࣮࢙ࣟ࢘ࣝࡣࠊ‘as though your finger pointed along a sunny path for my eyes’ better 
direction’࡜ࠊ࣮࢟ࢶ࡟ㄏᑟࡉࢀ࡚ㄞ᭩ࢆࡍࡿ⮬㌟ࢆᥥ࠸࡚࠸ࡓࡀࠊᡃࠎࡶࡲࡓࠊ࣮ࣟ
㩿㪈㪍㪀
୪⨨ࡢリᏛ㸫Amy Lowellࢆㄞࡴ 
࢙࢘ࣝ࡟ᑟ࠿ࢀࡿࡲࡲ࡟ࠊసရ࡟୪࡭ࡽࢀࡓ࢖࣓࣮ࢪ⩌ࢆぢࡏࡽࢀ࡚࠸ࡿࡢ࡛࠶ࡿࠋ
ㄞ⪅ࡣ⮬ศ࡛ㄞࡳྲྀࡗ࡚࠸ࡿࡘࡶࡾ࡛ࡶࠊᐇࡣ࣮࢙ࣟ࢘ࣝ⮬㌟ࡀࠊసရࡢ࡞࠿ࡢ࢖࣓
࣮ࢪ⩌ࢆ㏻ࡋ࡚ᡃࠎ࡟ㄒࡾ࠿ࡅ࡚࠸ࡿࡢ࠿ࡶࡋࢀ࡞࠸ࠋ 
㩿㪈㪎㪀
